CHAPTER III
MOST of the Singapore well-to-do live in the suburb"
of Tanglin. Usually the Chief of the Secret Police
for the time being lies there also, glad to be quit of
his job after office hours. Lochinvar M'Whizzle, no
ordinary C.S.P., was peculiar in that he refused to
occupy the comfortable bungalow in Tanglin provided
by the Government, and chose to live in a large house
right in the middle of the Kampong Glam.
It was a house, not a bungalow. Bungalows are
guileless edifices hiding nothing from the passer-byt
and certainly not in such keeping with the sinister
M'Whizzle as the residence he had chosen. It was
assuredly not guileless. Its dirty, yellow-green
shutters alone were sufficient to inspire a cold shiver
in the spine of the European who glanced at them*
Upon the callow native they exercised an influence
akin to that of the evil eye. They were always closed,,
but one felt they were always watchful. No one
passed them unobserved or exempt from the malign
influence they exhaled. In short, the gaunt, silent,
three-storey house acted as a wet blanket on the
whole neighbourhood, and had it been struck by
lightning during one of the violent thunderstorms
which raged constantly over the town, the disaster
would have been welcomed by the whole native
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